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	1. Day 1: Free Prompt

**Heeeey guys, hello. I'm doing the Thing. So...!**

**Hijack March Madness. A little neat thing Tumblr does for a month. Basically, each day you get a prompt, or theme and you either write or draw or do something for that day. As long as it features both dorks its fair game. I've decided to participate this year the only way I can, by writing short drafts. And I decided to share them here! So yeah!**

**Hope you like it!**

* * *

><p><strong>Day 1: Free Prompt (Anything goes)<strong>

* * *

><p>"Honestly, Jack, how many times have I told you to not horse around the workshop?"<p>

Hiccup just shook his head at the frost spirit's continued silence as he held his arm carefully, trying to not touch the burn and cause more pain than necessary.

Honestly, it was always some thing or another with this spirit. As the self-proclaimed Guardian of Fun, Jack never stood still. Always on the move, always up to something, no doubt a prank or two brewing on that rambunctious mind of his.

This was even more evident when the spirit decided to give Hiccup a visit. Somehow, the ice spirit got even more restless than usual whenever he saw the brunette working quietly in the workshop. And that usually led to mishaps and misadventures, which usually ended in a small injury or two, and a Hiccup covered in snow.

Only this time, the one that got injured was the one currently sulking as Hiccup applied a clean bandage to the white-haired teen's arm. Thanks to the spirit's freezing nature, the burn would soothe itself in no time.

"… I just had to try that triple backflip, you know?", said Jack, as if that were a good enough reason for his actions. But then again, in the icy teen's head, it probably was enough. Jack's motivation behind his tricks were simple; if it was fun, he would do it. A pure and simple enough reason.

Hiccup would never admit it out loud, but he admired that quality. Well, that and almost everything about the other teen's facets. But that would be a secret he would take to the grave, probably.

"I know you can pull it off.", said Hiccup as he finished applying the bandage, nodding at his handiwork. "But why do it here? I mean, it's a good thing you didn't end up back flipping into the forge, but that was too close for comfort."

"Aw, are you worried about me?", asked the white-haired teen with a big grin splattered on his face before Hiccup tightened the bandages around Jack's burn, which made him wince. "OK, OK!", said Jack as he put up his hands in sign of surrender. "It's just… this is the only place I can do that… with your full attention on me…", finished the white-haired teen, mumbling the last part as a faint blush spread on his cheeks, his eyes avoiding Hiccup's gaze.

He was right. Outside, Hiccup had to practically pretend he was talking to Toothless to not make the village think he was going crazy. And though the brunette tried very hard to look at all of Jack's antics, he ended up missing most of them because, well, he couldn't really just stare at empty space.

"I guess… I just wanted to impress you?", finally admitted Jack as he rubbed the back of his neck, a sheepish smile playing on his lips.

Hiccup couldn't really believe what he was seeing. An insecure Jack? Well, it wasn't really impossible; Hiccup was sure the ice spirit had a lot of issues about not being visible to everyone, so this kind of reaction, this ploy for the Viking's attention, wasn't that unusual. After all, Hiccup was the only one in Berk who could see him, which naturally attracted the white haired teen to the Viking fishbone.

"Hey…", began the brunette, putting a hesitant hand on the ice spirit's shoulder, "You don't have to impress me or anything, you know? It's already, uh… incredible to have actually met someone like you.".

The look on Jack's face as he registered the contact and the words was one of true gratefulness. And pure, unadulterated happiness. With a spin, the icy spirit began to float just a little ways above Hiccup's head. "Still, I bet I can totally pull that triple backflip! It's going to blow your mind when you see it! C'mon, Hic, let's go!"

Hiccup chuckled slightly at the sight, before shaking his head. "Hey, you just injured yourself trying that!", he accused as he pointed at the spirit, though he really wasn't admonishing Jack.

"Hah! It's alright!", said Jack with a big smile, "If I get hurt, I'll have the best nurse in Berk to heal me, right?"

The icy spirit ducked with a laugh and fled from the workshop as a bundle of gauze went flying over his head, a flustered looking Viking giving chase. Later that day, Hiccup would have to explain to everyone in the village why he was chasing someone that wasn't there and yelling at air.


	2. Day 2: Asexuality

**Day 2: Asexuality**

* * *

><p><strong>I'm gonna post all the ones I have done rn.<strong>

**This is criminally short I'm sorry**

* * *

><p>"Are you OK?"<p>

Again, Jack nodded at his boyfriend's question. This was the third time in 15 minutes he was asked this same question, and being honest, Jack was getting perhaps a little fed up with Hiccup's well-intentioned worry.

Jack just wanted to enjoy the embrace, feel the heat coming through his lanky boyfriend's olive t-shirt, hear the slow breathing and sense the rhythmic beating of Hiccup's heart, which accelerated ever so slightly at random intervals. He just wanted to submerge himself into the whole Haddock embrace experience.

A difficult thing to do, as he felt Hiccup's worried gaze at random intervals, the squirming from his boyfriend interrupting his enjoyment.

"OK, because, if things get too uncomfortable you can always tell, you know that, right?", said Hiccup, sounding both unsure and nervous as he shifted his hold on Jack. "Like… is this OK? Am I holding you too much? Do you want me to let g-"

Hiccup never got to finish that sentence as Jack decided to silence him with a quick kiss. The two of them had been boyfriends for quite a long time, and though Jack was most definitely asexual and Hiccup was dead set on respecting the white haired teen's boundaries, Jack still couldn't get over the electric feeling that ran through his whole being as he felt those slightly chapped lips, how well they fit together, how right it was.

Judging by Hiccup's reaction, he still hadn't gotten used to it either, as he didn't immediately kiss back, most likely surprised by Jack's sudden action.

Jack broke the kiss, and laughed at Hiccup's slightly disappointed expression. "You talk too much, Hic.", he teased, and the lanky brunette pouted slightly.

"And to think I was worried about making you uncomfortable…", mumbled Hiccup, and Jack chuckled at the brunette's pout before kissing him again, deepening the embrace. Hiccup tentatively returned the action, slightly hesitant and unsure about how far he should go.

"You really do worry too much, Hic.", said Jack as they separated for breath.

"Shut up.", was all Hiccup could say, looking slightly flustered. Hiccup could never get over the fact that Jack was so good at pushing his buttons in all the right ways.

And Jack could never get over the fact that Hiccup was always mindful of his asexuality. Because really, there was no way he would ever, ever feel uncomfortable in the arms of such a mindful, worrywart but definitely thoughtful boyfriend.


	3. Day 4: Catastrophe

**Day 4: Catastrophe**

* * *

><p><strong>I skipped Day 3 because I'm a weenie.<strong>

**I had a lot of fun with this prompt.**

* * *

><p>Jack swore there was no way his day could get any worse.<p>

The white haired teen groaned again as he saw his best friend bedridden, clad in a hospital gown and with a swollen face marring and distorting the freckled skin he had come to love after telling himself over and over again that he was straight and that he didn't have a crush on Hiccup Haddock, his friend since elementary school.

Oh, how wrong he was about that. Almost as wrong as how this day was going.

The brunette smiled at Jack once he heard him groan. "J-Jack, it's… Ok! Really, this isn't your fault!"

The white haired teen simply shook his head. No, this… was entirely his fault. This accident, this catastrophe… it all happened because of Jack's schemes.

Earlier that day, Jack had come to a resolution. He had been harboring this crush on his friend for so long, and today he was determined to let the lanky brunette his feelings. To do so, Jack had planned out a wonderful evening. You could call the white haired teen old-fashioned, but he wanted to tell Hiccup his feelings after taking him out on a date.

And so, he invited the skinny brunette on a pleasant walk at the park after school let out.

It had been going so well. Both teens were having a good time just walking around and pointing out things they thought was interesting (they had an especially fun time when the local bully, Snotlout, got chased around by a goose after the burly teen tried to sneak away with one of its offspring), and having their witty banter and back-and-forth dialogue Jack had come to enjoy.

Things went downhill, literally, when the white haired teen started to horse around with Hiccup. He had shoved the brunette playfully after he had made a sarcastic remark about Jack's own physique and when the green-eyed youth retaliated with a shove of his own, Jack got a bit excited and pushed harder than he had intended to.

All the pale, blue-eyed teen could do was watch in mortified horror as Hiccup rolled down one of the hills on the park. It wasn't a very long fall, nor a very rough roll, but Hiccup had gotten some scratches out of it. Jack couldn't apologize enough for his action, but Hiccup reassured him he was fine with a lopsided smile.

Still worried that the evening was going badly, Jack decided to make amends by treating Hiccup for some ice cream. After all, the white haired teen had seen some couples share ice cream, and though he was tempted to do so, in the end he just bough the brunette an ice cream cone for himself.

That was the second mistake.

Unbeknownst to Jack, Hiccup was allergic to nuts. The brunette was enjoying the ice cream carefully until he realized, with a terrified expression, the mistake that Jack had committed.

Which brings us to the present situation, with a bedridden Hiccup in a hospital, and a worried and embarrassed to death white haired teen agonizing over how stupid and careless he had been. God, this was just the worst day of his life.

"It WAS my fault Hic!", Jack lamented, truly feeling awful about everything, "You could have died! I should have asked if you had any allergies…", tears threatened to escape as he continued to apologize. "I'm sorry, Hic… I really am… This was such a terrible evening…"

"It wasn't THAT bad…", said the brunette, which only earned him a disbelieving look from the white haired teen. "OK… it was KINDA bad…", he corrected, to which Jack groaned even more, burying his face in his hands. "But…"

"But… I had fun."

At that, Jack shot an incredulous look to the bedridden brunette. "…Really?"

Hiccup nodded earnestly. "Really! I mean, sure… I would rather not have gone through the allergic reaction and that cut from when I fell down that hill still smarts but…", the brunette flashed one of those crooked smiles Jack adored, showing genuine happiness. "I DID have fun. Hanging out with you is always fun, Jack. Sure, it may be a hazard to my health sometimes but… I liked spending time with you."

"In fact…"

At that, Hiccup hesitated, looking away from the white haired teen who couldn't believe what he was hearing. A slight blush spread on the brunette's freckled cheeks.

"I… wouldn't mind if you took me out somewhere else… later…"

Jack could seriously just up and die at that moment. He was ecstatic, almost ready to blast off from this mortal plane due to how happy he felt at that moment. The smile he showed could have blinded anyone who dared to look.

"Is that a date, Hic?", teased Jack, still unable to believe his luck.

At that question, Hiccup rolled his eyes, a smile quirking his lips as he faced the white haired teen. "Yeah, I guess you could call it that."

And that would be the beginning of many "hanging out" evenings, which soon turned into dates. Not all of them were perfect, nor free of injury for neither of the teens, but that didn't bother them. Because above all, they had fun with them. And they had fun simply being around each other.


	4. Day 5: Discovery

**Day 5: Discovery**

* * *

><p><strong>Hoo hah! Incoming spam coming through. This is actually a two-parter, covering both Day 5 and 6!<strong>

* * *

><p>Hiccup was a man of science, a believer in cold, hard facts and the only shred of belief he held for the supernatural or religious was reserved to his proud Viking heritage. He had no time for ghost stories, no patience (or stomach) for urban legends and certainly no interest in superstitions and such.<p>

Which is why he was so flabbergasted right now.

There was no such thing as ghosts, spirits, curses or hauntings.

Hiccup had been drilled that into his head by his father from a very young age. Since he had memory.

But the current things that were happening right now around him went against everything he knew. It had started nearly a month ago. At first, things weren't notorious enough to be qualified as a paranormal happening, but they were prominent enough to bat an eye at.

Things like misplaced house keys, lights flickering and whisperings… things Hiccup could attribute to his own mistakes or faults with the house…

But then things escalated.

Water in the bathtub would freeze suddenly, a chilly current of wind would roar through Hiccup's room despite having the window closed, sometimes in the cold mornings, the brunette would see his name or a greeting written on the frost of his window…

And now, he was having visions. Or more like flickers. He had been seeing from the corner of his eyes the… thing that was making his life at home a living hell. Every time he saw the… thing, he managed to see more details of it. It had white hair, and it was most definitely male… it looked around Hiccup's age and was wearing the most weird get-up he had seen in his life, a blue undershirt with a white cape draped over its shoulders and brown, tattered pants with no shoes.

Hiccup had to eventually come to accept that he was indeed being haunted by a ghost. Or something unearthly. There was no way he could keep denying this, no matter how much it upset his world view.

Especially since the "spirit" was now touching him as he laid in bed, the cold, ethereal digits of the being caressing his face. Shivering upon contact, Hiccup swore he heard a child-like laugh coming from above him.

"I can't believe it…"

This time, he was definitely hearing the being talk to him. Denial was no longer possible for the brunette. And he was scared beyond belief.

"I can actually touch you…!"

He kept hearing the being talk to himself with palpable giddiness, and the brunette's fear went through the roof. Why was this happening to him?! Had he angered the possibly-real-now Gods he had scorned for so long? Why did this have to happen to him, right now, when his Dad was out and he was all alone in the house?!

"Maybe soon enough I'll be able to forge a contract with him too…!", the brunette could actually see the being spin around in delight in midair as he said this. At that, Hiccup paled. He had to endure more of this…?!

"N-no!", Hiccup managed to blurt out. "Please, just leave me alone!", with closed eyes, the freckled teen buried himself under the covers, covering his face. The silence that followed after that made the brunette more anxious. Had he angered the being? Was the thing planning to freeze him to death?

"…You can hear me?"

The thing's voice was clearer than ever now. And yet Hiccup refused to took his cover off. He decided to answer the spirit, however. He didn't want to anger the ethereal being if he could.

"Yeah…y-yes I can…", he said, his voice quivering, "And I can also feel your cold touch…"

A tiny gasp almost made Hiccup remove the sheet over his head.

"R-really?! Are you for real?!", the sheer disbelief mixed with happiness in the spirit's voice was almost-human like in Hiccup's ears. The brunette nodded to answer the being's query.

"Ohhh, this is so great!", a sudden drop in temperature shocked Hiccup. "This is amazing! He can hear me and feel me! This is the best day of my life!". The infectious joy in the being's voice made Hiccup lower his guard. Was this boy… thing even malicious? It didn't seem like it…

"I-I can also see you sometimes…", Hiccup admitted, less wary of the being above him and yet not fully comfortable with this. His cover was forcefully removed all of a sudden, however, and the freckled boy found himself seeing into the most blue pair of eyes he had ever seen. And then it dawned on him. He was no longer just seeing flickers or hazy images, he was seeing the boy fully: an angular, boy-ish face, white locks of windswept hair, chapped lips, and a pale skin. It was such an alien sight to him, Hiccup had to blink a to realize that the spirit was holding him and speaking to him.

"Y-you can really see me?", the look on the boy's face was one of hope. Hiccup found himself lost once again in the features of the being in front of him, and with a gulp, he nodded slowly, trying to appreciate the dawning reaction of joy in the other boy's face.

Why was Hiccup scared of the teen that was currently dancing around his room with mirth, repeating over and over to himself that someone "had finally seen him!"? Hiccup had honestly forgotten the why. More curious than wary now, the freckled teen let himself smile as he saw the other boy do a cartwheel before he landed on his butt, earning a laugh from the white haired being which Hiccup couldn't help but to share. His cheerfulness was infectious.

Just what had Hiccup discovered? His need to know made him talk.

"U-uh… excuse me, but… who are you, exactly?"

At that, the white haired boy turned to look at the brunette, before answering with a smile.

"My name is Jack, and I'm the Seraphim of Celsius!"


	5. Day 6: Eventually

**Day 6: Eventually**

* * *

><p>Hiccup's life had changed a lot in the past week.<p>

A self-proclaimed man of science, Hiccup dabbled mostly in books that dealt with cold-hard facts and exact sciences. He had no time for things like ghosts, spirits, rituals and folklore.

A week ago, that outlook in life was completely turned on its head when the brunette met the self proclaimed Seraphim of Celsius, Jack, an energetic boy-like spirit sporting a shocking head full of white hair, and a definite control over the cold and wind.

Through continued interactions with the playful spirit, Hiccup came to learn a lot of things about the world; things he didn't know due to his focus on exact sciences only. He came to learn that Seraphims were physical manifestations of elemental energy given thought, and that there were a lot of them living invisible to the eyes of people. He came to learn that everything in this world was made up of a combination of elements and he also came to known that as far as Jack knew, he was a rather unique person, for Seraphims were invisible to all humans.

He also learned that Jack had a mischievous streak. How many times had Hiccup slipped on some snow that came from the white haired teen? The number was probably nearing the two digits.

"Seriously, Jack? You're awfully childish for a mythical being…", chided Hiccup as he rubbed his rump as the Seraphim laughed floating above him.

Jack merely did a flip on midair, looking at the brunette upside down, still having that content smile on his face. "I can't help myself. Your face… it's just too cute! It never gets old!"

"I'm not cute.", Hiccup had to pout at that. He had already said as much to Jack whenever he pulled out that excuse for his mischievous ways, but it only seemed to motivate Jack to keep calling him that.

"You are.", came the spirit's answer as he nodded. "You're a very interesting human!", and as he said so, he got extremely close to the brunette's face. Jack had no concept of personal space, Hiccup had learned, and no matter how many times he had tried to explain it to the white haired spirit, he didn't understand, calling the concept "ridiculous and stupid."

"I mean, you're the first person ever that has ever seen me!", said the Seraphim as he floated all over Hiccup. "Not even the Greater Seraphim can gloat about that!"

Right. Hiccup had come to learn that in the world, there were a small group of powerful spirits that ruled all over the other elements. The Seraphim of Ifrit, The Seraphim of Gnome, The Seraphim of Undine and the Seraphim of Sylph. They ruled over the elements of fire, earth, water and wind and they were extremely powerful. And even then, they were still invisible to humanity.

Hiccup had to wonder… if he would eventually see them? He didn't want to admit it, but knowing that he could do things that other people couldn't do… was exciting. Sure, he wasn't exactly going to go out and look for them; Hiccup would rather stay in Berk. But the prospect of even being able to catch a glimpse of such beings…

"I still don't understand why I can see you, though…", said the brunette as he shook his head, trying to clear away the foolish thoughts of adventuring. As if someone as nerdy as Hiccup would ever get to do something as cool like that.

Jack mulled over the question. "I don't know either.", admitted the white haired teen with a shrug, before smiling devilishly. "And I don't really mind or care. All I care about is that you see me! It's been so lonely, having to go about in this enormous world with no one to chat with or notice you…", he floated over to Hiccup and once again invaded his private space by leaning on him. "So I'm gonna make it up to myself! We're gonna have some fun, you and I, Hic!"

Hiccup shuddered, both at the touch of the ice spirit and the prospect of "fun". The brunette had already bore witness to all the pranks the ice spirit was prone to do for a week. What else did Jack have in mind, he wondered?

"So…", said the brunette with a nervous tone to his voice. "U-um… this fun you speak of… what do you have in mind?"

At that question, the white haired spirit floated some steps away from the brunette. "I want to try spicy food."

"…Uh, what?", that proposition took Hiccup by surprise. But the Seraphim looked extremely serious as he spoke.

"I've always been interested in trying some. Why do humans eat something that obviously causes them pain? Is it any good? I'm very curious…", somehow, Jack had managed to pull a puppy-eyed look as he floated, again, way too close to Hiccup's face. "Pleeeease? I'm begging you here, Hiccup!"

The brunette sighed, relieved. At least this was something that didn't involve Hiccup getting cold, wet or both. The lanky teen had no idea how any of this was food, but it was near lunch time so he guessed it was alright. Thankfully, Jack had chosen to visit Hiccup whenever his dad was out, so at least he didn't have to explain why the food was disappearing in thin air.

"I guess…. I can prepare some curry or something.", offered the brunette, but his sentence was cut short as Jack gave him a very sudden and very cold hug. "Really?! Thanks, Hic! You're the coolest human I've ever met!"

Hiccup groaned at the pun, but nonetheless smiled. Though the cold was starting to bother him, he had to admit… he liked it. He had grown used to it, anyways, since Jack was a very touchy-feely guy, no doubt a byproduct of his loneliness. So he just waited there until the spirit had its fill. He wasn't going to complain anytime soon.

Jack let go of the brunette with a smile, and then he did a fist pump which confused the brunette. "Alright! Let's take down that curr-ie and then…!", Hiccup was about to correct Jack's pronunciation until he noticed the mischievous smile and his stomach dropped. "And then… tomorrow you're going to show me around your school! I've been to some of them before, but having an actual guide will help me so much!"

"Aaand I suppose I don't have a choice on this?", Hiccup asked with crossed arms, but he already knew the answer.

"Nope!"

And there it was. Perhaps Hiccup could have some fun himself by adding extra spices to Jack's plate…

"C'mon, c'mon!", the eagerness in the white haired teen's voice was palpable as he tugged on the brunette's freckled arm. "That curr-rie isn't gonna eat itself!"

"Jack, it's curry, not curr-rie!", said Hiccup as he let himself be dragged around by the spirit. Hiccup dared to hope that he would eventually get used to a life with a spirit. Whatever the future had for him in store, though, one thing was for sure: it was going to be a hectic, fun-filled life.

Jack would certainly make sure of that.


	6. Day 7: Family

**Day 7: Family**

* * *

><p><strong>Just a lil' something based on that whole "Hiro is Jack and Hiccup's son" craze that had happened a while ago. It was fun.<strong>

* * *

><p>"HIRO HAMADA, YOU BETTER CLEAN THIS MESS UP, YOUNG MAN OR SO HELP ME!"<p>

Hiro had lived long enough to know that his life was in peril if he didn't do as he was told. Though his father, Hiccup, was a rather calm and easy-going individual, he could be rather scary and strict whenever he needed to.

"Like a dragon.", would say Jack, his other dad.

And Hiro found himself agreeing with him more often than not.

Hiro had no qualms with being adopted, much less being adopted by a gay couple. He had been so alone ever since he landed in the adoption house, him being the sole survivor in a car accident that claimed his whole family.

At that point in his life, he was OK with being taken in by anybody.

He was, however, grateful to both Hiccup and Jack. Though it was obvious to the Japanese kid that neither of them had any idea on how to raise kids, they tried. And they did love him very much. Almost as much as how Jack and Hiccup loved each other.

All of Hiro's needs were met as well. Food was always on the table, he was comfortable in his own room, and, much to the raven-haired kid's embarrassment, he also had a shoulder to cry on when the recurring nightmares of the car accident decided to revisit him in the middle of the night.

Hiro's interests were even being nurtured as well: the kid had a knack for building stuff and inventing artifacts. It helped that Hiccup himself also dabbled in manufacturing trinkets and Jack himself was always willing to test their inventions out, no matter how reckless the action of doing so could be.

Which brings us to Hiro's present situation.

It was supposed to be a simple experiment. A simple sphere of tungsten carbide. He was trying to test chemical metal embrittlement. In retrospect, asking for Jack's help had been a bit of mistake, but he couldn't refuse his dad one he got that excited look in his face. He even let Jack color up the tungsten carbide with his favorite color.

Everything was going well until the white haired adult started to poke the sphere. And so, the living room ended up covered in blue metallic powder. It had been pretty funny, Hiro had to admit, and he joined in on Jack's laughter as they pointed out how blue they were.

But both of them knew that if Hiccup saw this, he was going to blow a casket.

Which is why Hiro was now hiding under the kitchen's sink, currently hearing how Jack was getting chewed out by the lanky, freckled father figure. If Hiro wasn't in trouble himself, he would find the situation funny. Hiccup had such an amicable face, you'd never expect to see him angry.

"Babe, it was just a little exper-"

"I have told you both and Hiro that experimenting in the living room is not allowed! Have you forgotten how much work it took us to get the tar out of the couches after that one incident."

"…In our defense, it was pretty funny. Especially after the feathers got stuck on them…"

"Jack, that's not the point.", Hiro could practically see the brunette rolling his eyes and crossing his arms. A rather recurring mannerism. "I don't mind if you and Hiro tinker around with stuff but please try to keep the house intact!"

"But what good is experimenting without some risks and some mess?", argued the white haired man, and Hiro had to groan. There was no way Jack was going to convince Hiccup, but since both of them were incredibly stubborn, they ended up arguing anyways.

"If you really think so, then you two are going to have to clean this up by yourselves.", Hiccup's tone was full of authority as he spoke, and Jack's only answer was a groan.

"Hic, c'mon… don't be like that!", pleaded the white haired man, but Hiccup didn't budge.

"Hiro, I'm waiting for you to come here.", Yuuup, Hiro couldn't keep delaying this any longer. With a sheepish smile and a nervous smile, Hiro walked into the still-blue living room, a similarly blue-looking Jack sitting in the corner, looking very down.

"H-hey, dad! N-nice weather we're having, haha…!", tried the Japanese kid, but Hiccup's stance was firm as he looked at him sternly.

"Hiro, I know you were hearing everything. Something you wanna say, or do I have to repeat myself?"

Hiro drooped his head. "I'll get the cleaning supplies." An arched eyebrow from Hiccup made Hiro sigh before he continued talking. "And I promise I won't do any more experiments in the living room."

Hiccup nodded satisfyingly before smiling. The brunette walked up to the Japanese kid, and gave him a hug, much to Hiro's surprise. "That's a good boy. You know I'm not against you dabbling in science, but you have to be careful. I was worried something bad had happened here… but I'm glad to see you safe."

Hiccup ruffled Hiro's hair, which made the Japanese kid laugh and protest, a slight blush coming over his cheeks. Hiro secretly loved these shows of affection but he was still embarrassed over them.

"Promise me you won't do any more dangerous stuff in the living room?" asked Hiccup.

"Sure, dad, I promise."

Suddenly, Jack joined in the embrace, more lively than before as it seemed like the storm had passed. "Alright! So how about we go out and do something fun? I was thinking maybe going to the movies?"

Hiccup deadpanned at the white haired man. "Nice try, buster, but you and Hiro have a lot of cleaning to do."

Jack groaned as he saw that Hiccup was serious, a palm running through his face. A playful smile played on the brunette's face as he saw Jack's reaction, and Hiro knew what was going to happen.

"Now, you're getting my clothes all dirty. C'mon you big baby, we have to get you all cleaned up."

Hiro broke off from the hug at that sentence, and he watched with a bashful face the scene unfold in front of him. It was funny, Hiccup was smaller than Jack and yet the brunette had such a way with words… the white haired man was often disarmed by the other.

Jack's face was one of confusion but for a moment, before the meaning behind Hiccup's words dawned on him. A mischievous smile soon replaced his confused expression. With a dramatic bow, the white haired man gestured to the stairs, which led to their bedroom. "After you, milady. Please lead the way."

With a scoff, Hiccup started to climb the stairs, a low "You're so gonna get it later, Overland…", barely audible as a snickering Jack followed soon afterwards.

Hiro laughed as both men disappeared upstairs. Knowing how things worked in this house, Hiro guessed he had about 30 minutes of free time before he had to actually retrieve the cleaning supplies. As he looked over the results of his experiment and how it had painted the living room a vivid blue, Hiro felt happy, despite being in trouble.

He had landed himself in a rather strange situation. But this was his family now. And he was loving every second of it.


	7. Day 8: Free Prompt Part Deux

**Day 8: Free Prompt**

* * *

><p><strong>And now for some fun, Modern AU times. And Persona references, yeah!<strong>

* * *

><p>Uh… is spaghetti supposed to smell like burnt shoes?", asked Jack as he stared at the steamy pot of noodles that were currently cooking in the stove.<p>

"I didn't even know it was possible for pasta to turn purple…", commented Hiccup with a grimace as he peered into the pot, jerking back when a bubble of purple ooze burst and threatened to get all over the brunette's face.

Today was a special day in the lives of Jackson Overland and Hiccup Haddock. It was their 1 year anniversary as boyfriends and the white haired teen wanted this day to be special. He figured a nice, surprise romantic dinner would be good enough (and he settled on spaghetti after one of his favorite childhood Disney movies).

Granted, things would have probably turned out for the better if Jack had any experience in the kitchen, but hey, at least the had tried and the house wasn't on fire!

He should have really just used a recipe from the very beginning, but Jack didn't know spaghetti was even that hard to make. Things just kept going downhill when Hiccup arrived home from his job at the car workshop earlier than anticipated. The look Hiccup had on his face when he saw a very frantic white haired teen running around the kitchen with a "kiss the cook" apron was priceless.

"…I-is that… potato starch, Jack?", asked Hiccup as he looked into the pot once again, mild fear on his face.

The white haired teen looked into the pot and then back at Hiccup with an innocent expression. "Uh, yeah? I mean, how else was the sauce supposed to thicken?"

Hiccup gave his boyfriend a disbelieving look. He once again peered into the pot, afraid of what else he was going to find, when it happened. Just floating around the noodles…

"Jack, is that a starfish?!", he shouted as he clearly saw the thing floating around in the thick goop. "And turnips?! What the hell?!"

Jack was clearly confused as he saw Hiccup's reaction. "Yeah, I thought some seafood would compliment the sauce well… and I was out of mushrooms so I figured turnips would be fine… I mean, they're both white, right?"

"In what kind of world does tomato sauce go well with starfish?!", asked Hiccup, his fear of the concoction rising with every passing second.

"Well… I always heard Tooth say that one should always give their meals an unique flair… and I figured starfish would go well with mint chocolate so-", Jack explained before he was interrupted by Hiccup's raised palms.

"W-wait, hold on a minute…", the brunette brought a palm over his face. "Mint chocolate?"

Jack nodded earnestly. "Yup! I figured I should make my own sauce too, so I added a bunch of stuff we both like, like mint chocolate and a mocha coffee and-"

Hiccup groaned. This… this dish was out of this world. Somehow, Jack had managed to create something completely unappetizing. There was no way Hiccup was going to eat this. He wasn't ready to die just yet.

"…I guess the surprise romantic dinner is ruined…", said Jack in a low voice as his face visibly dropped, those blue eyes of his darkening as he stared at the pot full of Mystery Food X.

"Well… if it makes you feel any better…", said Hiccup as he scratched the back of his neck. "You definitely surprised me with this, babe."

Jack smirked, still looking sad. "Next time, I'm just going to order take out.", he said as he turned off the stove and put a lid on the catastrophic monstrosity. The white haired teen wasn't in the mood to get rid of it right now.

Hiccup moved over to him and, with a smile, he hugged his boyfriend, kissing the top of his head. "Hey, don't worry about it. I'm just glad you remembered what day it is today."

Jack scoffed, but he still hugged Hiccup back. "Of course I'd remember. There's no way I was going to forget that day, you know?"

"Is that so?", Hiccup chuckled. Contrary to everyone's expectations, Jack was quite a romantic, despite his childish streak. "Then how about we celebrate? My treat this time. I heard Gobber is having a special at his joint tonight."

At those words, Jack visibly brightened. "You just got yourself a deal."

"Just promise me you'll never try your hand at cooking again.", said Hiccup with a smirk. He was completely taken by surprise when the white haired teen kissed him.

"I dunno, if cooking gets me more romantic dinners like this with my boyfriend, then I might start to take some cooking lessons." said Jack with a playful smile and a wink.

Hiccup deadpanned at that "If you do, I'm going to force-feed you that. Now get changed, you dork. I'm hungry."

Taking Hiccup's threat seriously, the pale, white haired teen rushed out of the kitchen. The brunette sighed as he eyed the pot once. Having Jackson Overland for a boyfriend was sure an adventure, but at least it was never a dull endeavor. He was going to have to deal with Mystery Food X sometime soon, but for now, he was going to have an enjoyable evening with the white haired dork.


End file.
